THE   CULT   OF   THE   DOUBLE   BED
Een age's weary weather Inspires no thought of gloom.
In hearts that share together
Hopes of bliss beyond the tomb *
To pass from the sentimental to the sublime, there was never a more splendid paean of Love triumphant over Death than Browning's lines to his dead wife, beginning
cc O lyric Love, half angel, and half bird, And all a wonder and a wild desire 1'
A more serene and philosophic note is struck by Coventry Patmore's
*  Why, having won her, do I woo ^ "
and his contrast of wedded love with other human affections, that cloy with satiety
*  But truly my delight was more
In her to whom Im bound for aye Yesterday than the day before, And more to day than yesterday *'
No less lofty analogy will suffice Patmore for wedded love, than that of Christ for the Church
He was, in fact, the very high-priest of the Victorian Hymen, and Mr Max Beerbohm is hardly caricaturing him when he represents him on one knee before the Rossettts, vehemently preaching that "a teapot is not worshipful for its form and colour, but as a sublime symbol of domesticity" With an earnestness, humourless even for his age, he was almost capable of doing so, and certainly the sermon could hardly have been more funny than large portions of his poetry, in which he is so imbued with the sanctity of the domestic commonplace that he does not recoil from such lyric heights as
*' I rode to see The church-restorings, lounged awhile,
And met the Dean, was asked to tea, And found their cousin, Frederick Graham,
At Honor's side ",